CHAPTER 79 


July 2, 2011 


“Alright; dare | ask what you want?” 


Justin had been sitting on the couch, channel flipping when he heard the sound of 
his front door knocking. And as much as he’d like to just sit there and let whoever it 
was go away, he forced himself up and towards the front door. After all, with all the 
drama that’s been going on lately, he really couldn’t rule out the possibility that this 
was an emergency. Well, it sort of was in a way. It turned out that it was Yosuke at 
the front door. Sound the alarms and get in the Hanamura bunker people. Needless 
to say, Justin was rather surprised, not necessarily pleasantly either. 


“Hey Justin. ls Maya here?” Yosuke questioned, a slight smile on his face. Well Justin 
didn’t expect that, that was for sure. Yosuke and Maya certainly got along well, 
there was no denying that. It’s just that Yosuke had never been knocking at Justin’s 
door to ask for her. 


“She's in the shower right now. Why?” Justin questioned. He was curious as to what 
Yosuke needed Maya for. Yosuke was... well, slightly disappointed, though also 
Slightly flustered. 


“Oh, uh... Just wanted to see if she wanted to hang out.” Yosuke hesitantly 
answered. Justin just sort of shrugged. As good a reason as any, he supposed. 
Yosuke sighed a bit. “Alright then, well | guess...” Yosuke was about to take his 
leave when the faint sound of running water finally stopped. Yosuke was a bit 
alarmed actually. He did not want to be standing in Justin’s living room when she 
came out. He didn’t know if she changed in the bathroom or what. | mean, he kind 
of assumed she did; walking around draped in only a towel would most likely be 
very awkward with Justin there and all. 


“Well if you want to wait, | guess she’ll be good in a minute or two.” Justin grumbled 
a bit. He didn’t want Yosuke in his house, but whatever. He sighed a bit before 
motioning his arm to let Yosuke inside. His face was beat red in all honesty. He 
didn’t know whether he should or shouldn’t wait for her inside. | mean, can you 
imagine stepping out of the shower and immediately being barraged with requests 
to hang out? Awkward would be an understatement. He held his breath though, 
forcing his way inside. If something went wrong, he could just blame Justin. He 
would be a good scapegoat given how tight the two’s relationship was. She couldn’t 
POSSIBLY get mad at Justin over that, right? 


It was a bit awkward as he sat down on the far end of the couch, his fingers 
fidgeting about as he tapped on the couch. He really shouldn’t be here right now. 
Justin in turn took his place at the opposite end, leaving a gap between the two as 


he went back to his channel surfing antics. It wasn’t for a minute or so that he 
finally found something he was willing to watch: Scrubs. Yosuke groaned 
immediately, but goddammit, he wasn’t going to be here for very long, so he could 
suck it up. 


“So what exactly are you guys going to do?” Justin questioned after a bit, his fist 

jabbed into his cheek as he held his head up. Yosuke looked up to the ceiling, his 
head tilted slightly. In all honesty, he hadn’t thought of anything. He’d settle for a 
walk around town for what it’s worth. Maybe he should have thought about all of 

this in advance; have a plan ready and what not. 


“We'll probably go to Junes. Don’t know what we’ll do there though. Maybe we'll go 
to the arcade.” Yosuke shrugged slightly. He had really just put together a very 
hastily scrapped together plan, but Justin seemed almost interested. 


“Hold on, wait a second... The Junes has an arcade!?” Justin questioned with great 
excitement. He had never once seen an arcade at Junes; but he’d be damned if he 
said he wasn’t interested in that. Sure arcades had some of the shittiest, broken 
games around, but wasn’t that half the fun? And besides; there was one game in 
particular Justin loved that you just couldn’t find anywhere else. Besides those big 
game hunting games. Those are pretty good too, but that’s not what he was 
referring to. Yosuke raised one eyebrow in slight confusion. 


“Uh... yeah? It’s right next to the entrance...” Justin damn near spat out the 
cigarette he was smoking at that. It was RIGHT there and he didn’t notice it? Oh, he 
was going to have to fix that soon. He briefly wondered if Chie was into arcades at 
all. | mean, he was sure there was something they could do there together once her 
hip got better. The doctor did say it would only be a week after all, and a week HAD 
passed. 


“Alright, just answer me one question... Does it have DDR?” Justin crossed his 
fingers slightly. He was god horrid at DDR, but that was sort of the fun. Besides, 
there was something absolutely charming about making an ass out of yourself to 
Japanese pop music. Yosuke nodded his head slightly, causing Justin to fist pump 
with excitement. Perfect! Now he could waste all his money giving himself arthritis 
of the legs... Actually, is that a thing? Well if it is, he certainly was going to get it 
playing Dance Dance Revolution. 


Justin was throwing a slight fit of excitement when Maya had been marching out of 
the bathroom, throwing her hoodie on. She had a black t-shirt on with a pink grunge 
splatter design underneath it. Her hair was still dripping a bit as she finished 
tugging the hoodie over her head, walking down the stairs barefooted. She didn’t 
even notice Yosuke was there until she made it to the bottom of the steps. She was 
a bit embarrassed in all honesty; her hair was still soaked after all, so she kind of 
looked like a mess. Yosuke smiled all the same though, standing up from his seat as 
he saw Maya. 


“Oh, Yosuke! Wh-what are you doing here?” Maya stuttered slightly, still a bit 
embarrassed by her appearance right now. She was actually considering trying to 
dry her hair off with her hoodie sleeves; but stopped herself from doing that, 
realizing that would just make her look like she had dandruff or something with the 
way she would be rubbing away at her skull. In actuality, Yosuke barely noticed her 
hair was wet. You know how hair strands kind of stick together when they get wet, 
making that frizzy look? That never happened to Maya, strangely enough. It just 
made her hair droop down slightly, weighed down by the water it contained. 


“Just wanted to see if you were free right now. | was going to go to the arcade at 
Junes and thought you might like to tag along. Maya blushed slightly. Well that was 
certainly something she hadn’t expected to hear when she stepped out of the 
shower. Though, that’s not really why she was embarrassed. 


“I... | don’t really have any money for that kind of stuff...” Maya remarked 
embarrassed. Justin sighed a bit. They really didn’t have much money for doing stuff 
like that now that she mentioned it. Before Justin was barely getting enough from 
his trust fund to eat, with a little left over for activities. Now he was feeding both of 
them with the same amount of money. The only reason they hadn’t gone over 
budget was Maya’s refusal to eat on a regular basis. She ate once a day at most. It 
wasn’t good for her to say the least. Yosuke just seemed to smile though, ignoring 
their impoverished lifestyle. 


“Don’t worry about it; I’ve got it all covered.” Yosuke grinned a bit, crossing his 
arms in a Slightly self-content attitude. Maya of course just shook her head, her 
cheeks slightly red. She wasn’t used to people really offering her anything, save 
maybe Justin of course. 


“You don’t have to spend money on me...” She weakly objected, rubbing at her arm 
Slightly from the awkward atmosphere. Yosuke just shook his head though; she 
didn’t seem to quite get it. 


“No, no. My dad’s the manager at Junes, so | can just sort of use the arcade 
whenever | want.” Yosuke grinned wide. Justin widened his eyes slightly. He wasn’t 
entirely sure how that system worked, but goddamn was that something Justin 
wanted. Think of all the games of DDR that would buy. He could make an ass out of 
himself for hours and hours on end. It would be perfect! But of course, there was no 
way in hell Yosuke was letting Justin in on his ‘employee discount,’ for lack of a 
better word. He was more than willing to extend that discount to Maya though. 


“Wait really?” Maya remarked with surprise. She didn’t really believe it. Yosuke 
nodded in confirmation. 


“Yeah. So what do you say? Wanna come?” 


“Oh... um... Sure, | guess...” She mumbled a bit searching around the house for her 
shoes and socks. It took about a minute or so to find them, double that to put them 
on. She was technically ready to go, though she did want her hair to dry. Too bad 
Yosuke didn’t give her that chance. By the time she had finished getting completely 
dressed, Yosuke had grabbed her by the wrist and started pulling her towards the 
door. “Wha- Hey!” 


“C’mon let’s go.” Yosuke smiled blissfully, completely oblivious to Maya struggling 
to keep up, tripping over her feet and just generally being embarrassed. She didn’t 
want people to see her when her hair was still wet; even if you couldn’t really 
notice. And then there was the fact that Yosuke was dragging her there, not just 
letting her walk. Like she had to be there NOW or else every arcade on the planet 
would explode. Hell, Yosuke was pulling on her so much she hadn't been able to 
stop and grab her iPod when it fell out of her pocket on the way out. 


Justin raised his eyebrow slightly as the two left; rudely leaving the door open too. 
Leave it to Yosuke to lack any sense of manners. That wasn’t what had caught him 
off guard though. It was strange how excited Yosuke was getting about the arcade. 
And then the whole wrist grabbing thing was a bit weird in all honesty, but hey, 
whatever. He sighed slightly as he pushed himself up off the sofa, making his way 
over to the door to close it and keep the heat inside the house. It was warm out, 
mind you, but you still caught a draft by leaving the damn thing open. In a way, 
leaving the door open was a blessing in disguise; otherwise Justin would have never 
noticed Maya’s iPod had slipped out of her hoodie pocket. It’s a wonder the damn 
thing didn’t break. He sighed with slight relief that he hadn’t lost this thing before 
leaning over and picking it up, turning around and closing the door behind him in 
the process. 


He was going to put the thing on the counter, when suddenly he was struck with 
sudden curiosity. He starred at the iPod for a moment before tapping the power 
button, sliding the touch screen to bring the device to life. He was expecting to be 
met by whatever it had been Maya was listening to at the time. Justin couldn’t say 
he really disliked anything Maya listened to, and he was always interested in 
expanding his music library; it was just hard to do because damn near every 
musician now and days sucked balls. Thank god Maya listened to the old shit. Of 
course, it appeared that Maya wasn’t listening to music, or if she was it was running 
in the background. 


No, instead she had it opened to the notes app that came with the iPod touch. And 
let me tell you something; this wasn’t a grocery list or anything like that. The thing 
was flooded with text from here to Tiananmen Square. Alright, now Justin’s curiosity 
was really peaked. He knew he probably shouldn’t have been, but he decided to 
read it. Nothing of real interest, except for one thing... 


What she had written in itself wasn’t really interesting; it’s what she was writing 
about. Maya had been keeping a diary on her iPod. And when Justin tapped the back 
arrow up top to see the rest of her notes, it had been completely filled with 
hundreds of entries. Some dating back as far as the incident in California. Justin’s 
eyebrows shut up almost immediately. Everything Maya had been doing for the last 
four, maybe five years was right here on this iPod. Justin started to swear slightly as 
he eyed the text in front of him. He was completely invading Maya’s privacy, and he 
didn’t even know it until now. And normally he would have gone back to where she 
was before and pretend this never happened. But something seemed to stop Justin 
from raising his hand to tap her current entry, to shut the phone off and play thumb. 


It was no secret that Maya still had some... issues, for lack of a better word. She was 
clearly still torn up over her father, over three years later. She had some sort of 
issue with eating, and in all honesty, Justin had a feeling it was deeper than ‘going 
on a diet.’ And then there was the incident... That horrible horrible incident in 
California. 


She had only just found retribution for what had happened all those years ago, and 
while she seemed happy, Justin wasn’t. It was over, there was nothing left; and yet 
he felt like he was missing half the story. For example; when his memory had come 
back, he still had no idea how he had lost it in the first place. The last thing he 
remembered was getting a boot to the skull by Falcone. After that, he just sort of... 
woke up. Like nothing even happened. Like Maya never existed. Everyday that past 
after that he had no recollection of anything. And then there was the matter of 
Falcone setting the building on fire, yet Justin was clearly still alive, and with no 
visible signs of being damn near burnt alive... Something wasn’t right here. And he 
knew it. 


He starred at the iPod for only a brief moment longer before huffing out some hot 
air. He could not believe what he was about to do, opting to barely look at the 
screen as he scrolled down toward the beginning of the list, stopping when he found 
the date he was looking for. 


December 11, 2009 


Justin just looked at that date for a while. Probably the worst day of his entire life, of 
Maya’s entire life. And here he was, about to unravel all of its secrets. He just shook 
his head a bit before taking a seat on the couch, iPod in his hands. /’m sorry Maya. 


December 11, 2009 


“Why? Why the fuck did | get this power? All it’s done has screwed us over.” 


Maya mused aloud to herself as she walked through an intertwining maze of 
alleyways, making her way to the usual spot to meet with Justin. She had paid off 
Kurt the day before, so everything should be fine now. And yet, she had this sinking 
feeling in her chest. That was a close call with Falcone yesterday; way too close for 
comfort. Hell, she had a very small patch of missing hair that proved it. And it all 
came back to that goddamned television. 


Why? Why was she given this power? She had thought it was to be a gift, something 
she could do to help herself and her family. Even with her father gone, they were 
still in some pretty heavy debt with his medical bills. They were barely making it by, 
and that’s with the income that both her mother and Clift were making. Maya, 
unfortunately, offered nothing. She tried, she really fucking did. But it seemed no 
one wanted to hire a slumdog like her; no skills and dirty. And here she was, given 
this power. She thought she could use it to give what she should have been giving 
her family for the last five years of her damn life. And all it did was hurt her and 
Justin. And Justin didn’t even want any part in this. She felt like such a sleazebag. 
Everything she touched turned to shit. Sometimes she wondered if it was even 
worth carrying on. It would be easier for everyone if she were to just disappear... 


She sighed slightly, pushing on ahead, lowering her head as she dug around for her 
cigarettes. She had been going through these like a motherfucker lately. And could 
you blame her? She had been able to jump into televisions, and had pissed off a 
drug dealer AND the mafia, all in one week. Maybe this was a problem too. $20 a 
pop to feed her addiction. That’s twenty bucks that she could be putting into her 
family’s funds every few weeks. Instead, she had blown over a hundred bucks on 
these this week alone. She had actually LOST money; and that wasn’t even keeping 
in mind the shame behind where she had been getting the money from. She didn’t 
get an allowance; she just sort of took the money when no one was looking. It was 
shameful as all hell as it was when it was only $20 every two weeks. This had been 
$100 this week alone, a pretty sizable chunk of the family’s funds. She was no 
better than a common crook, and she knew it... 


She placed the cigarette in her mouth, considering the possibility of trying to quit 
cold turkey. It was really the only way she could help her family at this point. But 
alas, her addiction was too deeply cemented by now to stop; and even with all her 
guilt, she still found herself lighting up that cigarette. Not a smart move apparently. 
As she was walking by a side street, she was startled by the unfamiliar, but all too 
recognizable sensation of cold metal against the side of her skull. Her eyes 
immediately widened with terror. She was being followed for the last few minutes 
now, but because she had her hands in her pocket, no one was willing to make a 
move. But now that she had them out on the open, lighting up a smoke, they had 
gotten the jump. And now Maya found herself with the barrel of a 9MM against her 
skull. 


“Hello sweetie; remember me?” Falcone spoke up, a rhaspy, angry voice as he 
starred at her with his gun against the side of her skull. Maya’s eyes closed, her lips 
quivering as she heard the voice of that coked up maniac. If he was going to blow 
her brains out; she didn’t want to see a damn thing. She was afraid of her 
goddamned life right now, as she should be. It looked like the end. “Drop the 
lighter.” 


Maya obliged, letting loose her grip on the smoke and cigarette. She had considered 
putting her hands up where he could see them; but she was much too stiff with fear 
at this point. Two other mobsters soon found themselves in a circle around Maya. It 
seemed they were slightly caught off guard by the fact that she was a 15 year old 
girl, but otherwise completely unfazed. Maya breathed in and out heavily. 


“You thought you could fuck with the Falcones? Think again, lady.” Falcone insulted. 
Maya didn’t even care; she was just more concerned by the barrel of the gun 
pressed against her skull. “Now | want the money you stole from us, and | want it 
NOW.” Maya’s eyes widened especially wide at that, a gasp coming out from under 
her breath. She didn’t have the money; she gave it to Kurt already. 


“I-1... | don’t have it...” Maya choked up, her voice a few octaves higher than usual 
with fear. Falcone was less than pleased with that answer, grabbing Maya by the 
shoulder and spinning her around to face him, the barrel of his gun now straight 
between her eyes as he pushed her up against the wall that was now behind her. 


“Wrong answer, toots.” He remarked, starting to pull on the trigger, ready to puta 
bullet straight in her skull. Maya thought this was the end, biting at her lip, ready to 
bite the bullet... Literally. She had gotten in way over her head, and for what? 
Trying to help her family? She’d pray to God for help, but she had given up on him 
by this point. No ‘loving’ God would ever let her suffer like this. She had intended to 
help her family, but instead she simply was going to end up making them pay for 
her funeral bill... Goddamit, this wasn’t fair. She couldn’t do that to them. Even if 
they never saw her again, they shouldn’t have to pay for her mistakes. She wouldn’t 
let them. 


And that’s when she snapped. In her fear she blurted out the first thing that came to 
her mind, the very first excuse she could think of to get him to put that gun away. 


“W-Wait! What if | got you Justin instead!?” Maya shouted, the trigger almost pulled 
back far enough to let loose some lead in her face. Falcone was perplexed to say 
the least. Who was Justin, and why the fuck would he want him instead of the bitch 
that had robbed him blind. 


“You've got three seconds to explain.” Falcone remarked, not so much as loosening 
the grip he had on the trigger. Maya hoped to god he didn’t tense up his grip for 
whatever reason. 


“He was the kid with the gun; it was all his idea, honest! He forced me to do it!” She 
lied. It was entirely the other way around, but she knew that Falcone wasn’t going 
to let the mastermind get away if all it meant was the gunman would walk. Mooks 
are expendable, with allegiances changing all the time. For all he knew, this kid 
might be knocking at their door looking for a job next week. Not anymore, though. 
Maya had essentially put a kill order on Justin. “Please, let me go...” She cried, tears 
streaming down her face. Oh she knew what she was doing. And every fiber of her 
being hated her for it. What kind of monster was she? Falcone stared at her for a 
while before loosening his grip on her, effectively allowing her body to slump down 
against the wall she had been shoved against. His gun was still aimed at her skull, 
all the same. 


“Alright; you send that blonde haired douchebag over the apartment building, and 
maybe we won’t put a hole through your head. Make the call.” Falcone ordered, 
pointing his gun at her pocket; and by extension her cell-phone. She wasn’t sure 
why Falcone had assumed she had Justin’s number, but that wasn’t important right 
now. She hesitantly shoved her hand in her pocket before pulling her phone out, 
flipping it open to send him a text. By the time she was done, she simply stared at 
her phone. She had already spelt Justin’s name, and if they killed her now, they’d 
have his phone information too... It was over. The deed was done whether she 
pressed send or not. Her eyes teared up as she pressed the green button. /’m sorry 
Justin. 


“There... sent...” She choked up over tears. Falcone gave a quick nod at his mooks, 
dismissing them from the scene, all the while still aiming his gun at Maya. She had 
texted him; and for all he knew, she could have warned him, not sent him their way. 


“If he’s not there in an hour, you’re dead.” Falcone declared before concealing his 
weapon again and leaving the allwayway. 


Maya just sat there for a while, arms wrapped around her knees. Did she... Did she 
just kill Justin? She just killed the one person out there that understood her, that she 
could tell everything to. She had killed her best friend, and yet, so much more than 
that. And why? Because she was a coward. She was unwilling to die for her friends, 
to put her family and friends out of their misery by biting the dust. She talked about 
the better good and all that crap, but when given the chance to make things right, 
she couldn’t do it. She was pathetic. 


She reached into her pocket after a moment, grabbing a hold of the 9MM pistol from 
yesterday. The mobsters were right not to try and ambush her with her hands in her 
pockets. She would have grabbed the gun and put a bullet in all of their fucking 
skulls. She just starred at it for a while. Maybe... Maybe if she warned Justin now... 
Did the deed herself, destroyed her phone... She could fix this. Redemn herself. And 
for a moment she did look down the barrel of her gun. But she couldn’t do it. She 
just couldn’t. Instead she found herself just starring at her gun for a long while; at 


least a good ten minutes or so of contemplation, deciding whether or not to bite the 
barrel. 


...No. No, | won’t let him die dammit! 


Maya’s self pity immediately turned into anger. Wait was she saying. Yes she fucked 
Justin over big time here, but it wasn’t her fault. It was the assholes who had put a 
gun to her head and told her to choose who should live and who should die. She had 
made a mistake, but she could correct it. And those bastards would pay. Where 
before she had considered laying down and dying, she was now filled with fury and 
anger. She stared at the gun for only a brief moment more, before cocking the gun, 
insuring there was ammo in its container. There was. And now... now she was ready 
to do what must be done. 


“Justin!” 


Maya shouted a bit as she entered the old apartment complex, gun at the ready, 
swinging its barrel every which way, preparing herself for any of Falcone’s mooks. 
None at the moment thank god. Though she was having a hard time seeing in all 
honesty. The air was hard to breathe, and it felt very humid in here. Like... Really 
fucking hot. It wasn’t until she started climbing the stairs that she really understood 
why. As she climbed floor after floor, she could smell the all too distinct scent of 
smoke; the air growing dark with smoke clouds. It was hard to breathe, and Maya 
could almost feel the smoke filling her lungs. Floor after floor, it was getting 
increasingly difficult to go on. She shouldn’t be here; it would kill her if she breathed 
this shit in for too long. Especially when she realized that it was coming from a fire 
on the upper floors. 


Maya could not believe it; they had out right tried to burn down an entire building 
just to kill off Justin. Did they not understand what they were doing? Maya had 
thought this entire place was abandoned a while ago, and given that she hadn’t 
seen anyone around as she looked for Justin, she had assumed she was right. Still, if 
this place burned down, then the nearby buildings could burn as well. And those 
were most definitely not empty. Maya felt like complete shit, thinking this was 
partially her fault. She didn’t think they’d burn the entire fucking building down just 
to kill one man, but if they were... They could kill a lot more than him. These people 
were complete monsters and needed to be stopped. 


Maya continued to struggle along, smoke filling her lungs, her arm lifted to block 
the smoke and smut from getting into her eyes. She could tell you something, this 
shit was never going to come out of her hoodie; but that wasn’t important right 
now. What was important was that Justin was safe. He wasn’t. By the time she had 
made it to the top floor, Justin was lying at the end of the staircase, blood pooling 
around his head. 


“Holy shit! Justin!” Maya cried out rushing over to Justin’s aid. He was completely 
unconscious. From a distance, he looked like a bullet had pierced his skull... That 
Maya was too late to save him. Instead, it seemed he had just been knocked out 
cold, blood dripping from a cut along his right cheek. She quickly felt for a pulse on 
him, just to be sure. He was alive, but barely. And she wasn’t getting a response as 
she tried to shake him awake. “Shit, shit...” She looked around, fire sweeping 
around them before she gripped Justin by the arm, carrying his unconscious body 
around her shoulder. He was actually pretty light all things considered. Still, 
carrying Justin’s body around as she tried to escape from a now overwhelming fire 
was not a very pleasant experience. Smog was completely covering her face at this 
point, her pale skin soon being replaced by a black coating of ashes. And every time 
she breathed into much smoke, she had to stop and cough up a lung or two. But she 
had to press on. 


Some people seem to disagree with that though. 


By the time she was almost near the exit, stairs and rubble were starting to come 
down around them. Yet, despite all this destruction, down near the entrance stood 
the all too familiar sight of Falcone. He had gotten word from his mooks that they 
had seen Maya going in the building after they had left. Now... they figured the 
place would burn down before she could do anything, and then they’d get two kills 
for the price of one. They were wrong about that, of course. And Falcone suspected 
such would be the case. A woman can do some crazy things when she’s pissed. And 
so, despite the objections of his mooks, here he stood at the entrance, waiting for 
them to come back down. If the building burned down before she got out, then the 
entrance would be blocked, and he’d have nothing to worry about. If it didn’t, 
however... He’d do the job right this time. And so there he stood, pistol in his hand, 
slowly clapping as Maya made her way down the stair case with Justin leaning 
against her shoulder. 


“Well looky here! Looks like someone was trying to break our contract. You know... 
The Falcone family really hates being fucked, you know that?” He remarked, a snide 
look on his face as he mocked them, blocking their exit point. Maya was panting 
heavily at this point. She couldn’t breathe; the smoke had completely filled her 
lungs at this point. She needed to get out of there and NOW. 


“Fuck you!” She shouted at him, simply standing there to wait for him to move out 
of the way. She didn’t know why she expected that to happen. Falcone just laughed 
instead. 


“Look at the potty mouth on this bitch! Suddenly | don’t feel so bad about watching 
your ass fry.” 


“Do you realize what you've done? You're not just killing us here; you’re killing 
everyone in every building connected to this one!” Maya shouted, angered by 
Falcones carless disregard for innocents. He just did not give a fuck. And Maya 


always thought that the Mafia was all about respect and family values; not killing 
innocent bystanders. 


“Necessary sacrifices.” Falcone laughed, starting to point the gun at Maya. Maya 
took a single step closer. She wasn’t afraid of Falcone. Not anymore. No, she was 
overcome by her willpower and anger. This man was a monster... Someone should 
put him out of our misery... 


“Necessary sacrifices? Necessary sacrifices!?” Maya shouted at Falcone before 
whipping out her own pistol, pointing it straight at his chest. “You could have shot 
us. You could have beaten us. You could have done anything to us! This isn’t 
necessary! This is just you being a murdering scumbag!” 


“What did you just call me you bitch?” Falcone shouted upwards, his gun still 
pointed at Maya. He wasn’t waiting for an answer. He was about to pull the trigger, 
and Maya could tell by the slightest twitch of her hands. And so she did something 
that she had never thought she would ever have to do in her lifetime. 


She killed a man in cold-blood. 


She squeezed her own gun, firing off several shots into his chest; lest she miss an 
organ and he come back around to fire a shot off at the two. Six shots found its way 
into Falcone shots; only two of them were needed to kill him. As the final shot made 
its way through Falcone’s chest and out his back, Maya dropped her gun into the 
fire devouring the building. It was only just starting to dawn upon her what she had 
just done. She had just taken another man’s life; this wasn’t just stealing or 
vandalism or something. This was an assassination. She had just killed the head of 
an entire Mafia family... 


And she didn’t feel bad at all. She knew she should have, but... This man... This... 
Fiend... This fiend had tried to kill them, and several innocents who may or may not 
still die. And for what? $1200. That was the price that he was willing to put on the 
lives of dozens of innocent men, women, and children. Maya wouldn’t even put a 
dime on Falcone’s life. He deserved the fate he had met... She just worried what 
would happen next. 


“| called you dead...” She remarked, slightly mortified by the killing power she had 
just unleashed. 


There was no time for that though. Maya continued along, down the stairs and 
slowly pushed open the exit door that had been jammed open by Falcone’s corpse’s 
leg. She was sure to shove his leg back in as she closed the door. She wasn’t sure 
what he wanted to do for his funeral, but scumbags like him didn’t deserve a 
choice. He was going to get a cremation; burning down in the atrocities he had 
committed. She’d like to think that this was poetic justice... But really, it didn’t 
matter. As she finally made herself out into the open air, she coughed quite a bit, 


trying to let the stale air in her lungs out and replace it with the new. It wasn’t until 
she heard the sounds of the fire department that she was snapped out of her 
coughing fit. She passed only a slight glance at Justin, his head resting against her 
shoulder as she carried him around. She needed to get him help, right now. 


“W-well?” Maya coughed as the doctor came into the room. She had cleaned her 
face up in the bathroom once she arrived, though her clothes were still very dirty. 
You would think she was homeless from the looks of them. All the same, she sat 
there in Justin’s room, watching him, waiting for movement. Nothing. All she had 
was the steady sound of his heart rate monitor beating. 


“Well... We have good news and bad news...” The doctor choked up. He was 
actually the same doctor that had been assigned to taking care of Maya’s father. He 
had taken this case the second he had heard that Maya was the one who brought 
this boy in. Now that he had done all the investigating and what not on the topic... 
He had wished he hadn’t taken this patient. Maya frantically darted her eyes around 
the room. Bad news? Oh god... 


“Wh-What’s the good news?” Maya choked up, tears in her eyes. 


“The good news is Justin is very much alive. It seems he’s very much alive, and 
there’s no signs of internal damage.” The doctor explained, still a frown on his face. 


“And the bad?” 


“Skye... You might not want to hear—“ The doctor remarked, averting eye contact. 
He always called her by her middle name for some reason. It was supposed to be a 
joke between the two about how her middle name showed up first on her 
paperwork. But now wasn’t the time for jokes; and she wasn’t laughing. She just 
wanted to know Justin would be alright. That she had managed to save him. That 
she hadn’t just killed a man for no reason... 


No reason... No, there was plenty of reason. She just wished she hadn’t been the 
one that had to do it. Even shooting a scumbag like him made Maya feel dirty 
inside. 


“And the bad!?” Maya interrupted the doctor. The doctor sighed. 


“Justin sustained a pretty bad blow to the head. We think that might lead to some 
memory loss, but other than that the damages will be minimal.” 


“Will be?” 


“Maya... Justin is comatose...” Maya’s eyes immediately widened. C-Comatose? She 
sat there her jaw wide open, her eyes dilated in panic. And for a while, nothing was 


uttered from her mouth. And when she did finally speak again, her eyes were filled 
with tears, her throat filled with sorrow. 


“No... NO NO NO!” She shouted, tears streaming down her face. The doctor got 
down on his knee in front of her, placing his hand on her shoulder. He knew this was 
going to get her on a personal level. Her father had died not even a few months ago 
and now she had to deal with it all over again. Not to mention the condition she had 
been in when she walked through that hospital door. No child should have to go 
through the suffering she was going through. 


“| know this is tough, with the way your father went. But | assure you; we will do 
everything we can to bring Justin back.” Maya just shook her head. She didn’t 
believe him. They had Five years to save her father. Five fucking years; and they 
didn’t do shit. No... Justin was gone... No matter how much they told her otherwise. 
She wept for a good while as the doctor tried to cheer her up. It wasn’t for a while 
that he realized she just needed some time to grieve. “I'll give you some time alone. 
Don’t worry Maya. We have the best doctors working on him. You’ll see him again.” 
Maya didn’t acknowledge the doctor, and thus, the doctor eventually left with a sigh 
on his breath. He had hoped to help her, but all he did was make it worse. 


Maya sat alone with Justin for a while, just bawling her eyes out at first. She ran out 
of tears eventually though, and simply starred at him after that. Sometimes she 
wondered if maybe Justin would be better off if he never knew her... Maya starred at 
him again, a sudden idea popping into her head. The doctor said Justin was going to 
have some memory loss... He didn’t have to remember all the pain she had cause 
him, all that shit with the TV, or Kurt, or Falcone. He could live a normal life, as 
though she never came along that day in the alleyway, as though she had never 
forced him to egg her brother’s window, as though she had never fallen in love with 
him... He didn’t need to remember that. She pushed her self off of the seat she had 
sat in for the last hour or so. Justin’s parents had yet to arrive to the scene, so now 
was as good a time as any. She moved up towards Justin and reached down for the 
dog tags along his neck. She had some made for the two of them since they were 
the best of friends. Removing them meant their friendship was dead. And so it 
would be. 


She pulled the tags off from around his neck and shoved it in her pocket. “Goodbye 
Justin. I’m sorry... For everything.” She remarked with tear-filled eyes, before 
planting a gentle kiss on his forehead and walking out that hospital door. Never to 
return. 


July 2, 2011 


Justin simply sat there for a while, finishing up the entry that he had found in Maya’s 
digital diary. He wasn’t entirely sure how to react. He wanted to cry really. Sure 
Maya had pretty much sent him to his death, but... But she had tried to fix it. He 
had blamed her for it all this time, and even though he had forgiven her since the 
shadow incident... He never once thought that she could be innocent. She was 
always the bad guy in Justin’s mind; not the hero in desperation. She risked her life 
to save Justin’s, correcting the wrongs she had done against him. She had 
mentioned retribution earlier on in her diary... Justin could honestly say she found it. 


But there was something else. Maya shot down Falcone in cold blood that day, and 
while Justin wouldn’t have thought twice to bust a cap in Falcone’s ass in her 
position... He still seemed struck. He had killed shadow before, but never had he 
killed a human. Maya had. And though she didn’t look it, though she didn’t act it, 
though she constantly tried to justify to herself that what she did was right, this was 
still eating away at her. She was a murderer in her eyes. Despite the fact that she 
had committed the act in self defense, she blamed herself for the loss of that man’s 
life... 


Justin sighed a bit, reaching for the dog tags around his neck. They were a symbol 
of their friendship, sure enough. Even through fire and flames, shadows and 
televisions... The still remained, their names engraved in their metal shape forever. 
And though Maya tried to lock it away from him, their friendship could never truly 
be thrown away. Their friendship was eternal. It would surpass anything that was 
thrown their way. Even this. 


Justin looked at the iPod one last time before setting things up the way they were 
when he found it, sliding it across the living room table. He just stared into space for 
a while after that. 


Sorry? No Maya. Thank you. Thank you for saving my life 


“Maya Jefferies shot down Falcone on the 11" of December, 2009.” Justin recapped 
after the interrogator had pushed him to repeat the information, as though trying to 
get a confession out of him. The interrogator just nodded for a bit before placing a 
beverage he had been drinking down on the table in between the two. 


“Falcone’s murder investigation reached a dead end in California, you do realize 
that. Without your statement right now, that case would be unsolved.” The 
interrogator remarked. Justin just shook his head. Why he had bothered to tell this 
asshole about Maya’s crime was beyond him. Perhaps he was hoping he would 
understand. But alas, it seemed his trust was misplaced. 


“So what are you going to do about it?” Justin remarked, sorrow and anger in his 
voice. “Are you going to arrest her?” The interrogator starred at Justin for a while, 


straight into his eyes. And for a moment, he felt as though he could understand just 
how he had felt; all the pain and suffering he went through, all the feelings that 
bottled up inside him as he read this story of Maya’s sacrifice... The interrogator 
eventually shook his head. 


“If you’re statement is true, then Maya acted in self-defense. She'll be acquitted of 
all charges.” The interrogator remarked, nodding his head slightly. He knew Maya 
fairly well. He knew she was a good girl with a heart of gold. And sure, while she 
seemed to attract trouble like a corpse attracts flies... She would never do 
something so heinous out of malice. He would personally see to it that any and all 
charges pressed against Maya for the murder would be dropped. Besides, she had 
killed a man that just torched the homes of many innocents. People died that die. 
Maya would be commended as a hero, not a criminal. Justin lifted his head up, a 
look of slight relief on his face. 


“You serious?” Justin questioned, double-checking to see if the interrogator was 
pulling shit out of his ass. He was not. 


“She’s a free woman.” 


“But you’re still trying to group her up into all of this, aren’t you?” Justin remarked. 
He had been excited to know Maya’s so called crime had been forgiven. Perhaps 
she could truly find peace in that. Or maybe she would never find the peace, 
knowing she took a human life; no matter how vile a life it was. The interrogator 
nodded slightly. While Maya WAS legally innocent of that crime, she was not of this. 


“She was associated with you and the Shadow Operatives, was she not? She is a 
suspect until proven to be unaffiliated with the terrorist attack on Inaba.” The 
interrogator remarked, explaining how this was going to go down. Justin just shook 
his head. 


“The Shadow Operatives did not do that! They’re the ones fighting it!” Justin 
remarked, a slight glare on his face. “And no, Maya is not associated with the 
Shadow Operatives. She knows some of the people in it, and that’s it. She is not by 
any means a member. Hell, none of my friends are part of the Shadow Operatives.” 


“Just you.” Justin paused for a moment. Technically yes, technically no. He wasn’t 
really a Shadow Operative in the traditional sense of the word. The interrogator just 
brushed that off however. The investigation team was in fact working with the 
Shadow Operatives, members or not; and that was what was important. They were 
affiliated with probable terrorists, assisting them on missions. They are by all means 
just as guilty as the Shadow Operatives were. “You claim the Shadow Operatives 
are fighting against the terrorists? We have evidence that states the opposite.” The 
interrogator remarked, as though pushing Justin in a corner. He had evidence, so if 
Justin backed down now, that’s all they needed to get an arrest warrant. Justin 


persisted though. He knew what evidence he was talking about. And it was all 
wrong; all twisted about to frame the Shadow Operatives. 


“They were framed. And | can prove it.” Justin remarked, leaning across the table a 
bit. The interrogator sighed. 


“You better have some damn good proof then. 


